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“ Not Dead, but Itlsen,”
FPROM THE ARADIC,

[Rend at the memorind servioes to the Into
Sumwinel Bowles, ut Springfiold, Mass, by
Uhartes Dudley Warner.)

e thnt diod nk Axlin sends
Thin to confort nll his frenas i —

Fulthiral friends? 1t Hos, T know,
Pade und white wod oold a8 anow |
And yo sny, ** Abdaliah's doad i
Woeplngnt the feot wod hiewl,

T on woe your fulling tears,

1 vin hoar your sighs antd prayers;
You I smlle aod whispur this:—
2 nwt the thing you s,

Conse your tears, mod fet It He

1t wax mine, it s not 1.

Swont frionds! whint the wonien lave,
For thie lust sleop of the grave,

Iwom ot whieh § o quitting,—

Ia s garmont no wore ftking,—

1w g cagge [rom whiol, at st

Lake o liled iy sonl hus passed,

Lovo the livmnte, not the room-—

The waurer, not the garb=the plume

1 el eaglo, ot the bars

Tt Ropit Bl [rom those splondid stars)

Loylng friends! Ko wiso,and dry
Strnightwany ovory waoping eye;
WIkE v TEEE wprom the Liler

To not wirth o singld tone,
TS nn cmpty seicshell—ong

Ot of whitl the pearl has goni
The shiell is broken—itHies thero ;
The poenrd, the nll, the soul, is here.
"Pis an enrthen jur whose lid

Alah sealod, the whilo it hid

Tht tremsure of his treasury,

A mdnd thot loeed hio; Wt it Hot
Lot the sheed Lo surth's onee more,
sinon tho gold §s in his store!

it glowtons! Allnh good!

Now the world (8 aederstood ;
Sow Lhe long, Tongs wonder emlds!
YVouyo weep, my erring frlends,
While thoman whom yve enll doad,
In nnspokon biss, instomd,

Tavas mandlaves you ; lost, ‘s trme,
Forthe Hght that shijnes for yons
But, inthe light yo oan not soe,

OF undisturbed feliclty—

Ioc i perfoct parnd fse,

And i Ho thnt never dies,

Forowoll, friends ! But not farawell,
Whore 1 wm, yo too shall dwell,

1 atn gone helore yonr fuce,

A moment's worth, alittle spaee,
Wl v come whore I have stept,
Yo whVwonder why yo wept;

Yo will know, by tiue love tuaght,
That here ds obl, o there is naught,
Weep awhile, i ye are fnin—
Sunshing st minst follow rain;
Ouly not st denth—for doath,

Now we know, 1 that lirst breath
WhIeh onr sonls driw when wo antor
Lite, wlidely bs of all 1i{e center,

o ye cortain all seoms love,
Yidwed from Allnh's throne nhove!
Her yo stout of heart, and camo
Ivavely onward to your home!
=il Allnh! Alinh In!

@ love divine! O lovealway!

s who dded ot Azlin guve
I'lsin to those who Rude Ll grave,

-
Contentment, .
Your alter yonr LI my bhurren fleld
Andd eneh duy's toll brings e but seanty
store
Fou my swoet wile und hibes, Olose at my
door
fhngge e b Tubing ke o geim woll, concenlod.
My nelpghbor's weres raltful lneyests ylold
OF thirty, siaty, yoeu, & handved. fold;
s Boess s (o wieh gendng his purese with
wold,
And 1l anen s his feleods.
You Iinve kneeled—
seping how Hi-eontent my neighbor is
With a1l Isds gurnered weuslth, his fume, his
pridde—
And! thnnkod God thae iy lob was not 1lke
Ivis,
Thoneh T hve Bt one ave R poeky side
For, wkile enrth’s hivevests erown his fortile
ol
Iy poor tedd 1 ilnd oot gilng s God,
=T (. Pease, in the Independent.
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THE BRIDE'S STOCKINGS.

The Cardinal had enormons revenues,
and spent fabnlons sumy in furnishing
his art galleries.” No work of merit

e ——

ble toward those who violated his ar-!

tistic or wsthetio convictions, It was
oven said that an unlucky follow who
once pertinaciously asked Lo to buy
some work of art that his L. feonee
thought unworthy of considerativ.
felt the weight of his sacerdotal fist,

was conceded, in short, that Lis Emi- | are not fit for a prinoess. They are ne
lin texture, but eourse in taste.

nence, though a beneflcent patron, was
a man whom it was dengerous to offond,

While he had been kind and affection- | are not decent.
|ate toward his niece, he had always |

governed her strietly, and thongh pro-

| viding for her liberully, he provided

| nothing but what seemed good in his
Lown eyes, and gave his attention to the
| smallest details of her life.  Now that, |
{ for the first time, she was loft to her
fown judgment in an hmportant matter,
[ he still quietly kept the run of all she
| did by having her bills sent to him in |
| person. f
| Beatrice gave ont orders for the trous- |
| seau in royal style, and gradually they |
began to come in. Rich dresses, all |
gorgeous with embroidery, laves race
and curious, wronght expressly for this |
fortunate bride, the finest linens for
under-wear, and even jewels all passed |
'unchallenged. But one day thero eame |
from a celebrated French manufactory |
a bill that made the Cardinal’s olil face |
Iwrink!u up into a great many queer |
puckers—four dozen pairs of stockings |
at 200 seudi per pair. Nearly 10,000
seadi for stockings!  After an ejacula-
| tion not taken from any of the Church
‘offices, he sent in haste for Beatrice.
' She came—such a vision of youth and
| happiness as might melt any layman’s |

I

* heart; but the churchman’s heart was

not to be laid at any woman’s feet; so i

it had but little consideration for her |
| stockinga. !

“ Beatrice, here is a bill.” I
[ *Yes, uncle dear," as she slid down ;
like & sunbeam, and shone up at him |
from n low stool at his feet.,

4 Stand up, Beatrice."

She stood up, bands behind her, as
when she was a little girl. |
| *“A bill for—stockings." |

# Yes, uncle” A

“ Four dozen pairs of stockings at 200 |
scudi each.”

“I5 it too much?" I

“Toomuch! It's the price of this|
{gem that will live forever, and speak
and teach men as long as it lives," he |
said, taking up an exquisite little pie-
ture that ho had lately bought, “Itis
the price of that beautiful marble there
—s0 beantiful it brought tears to the
eyes of a young arlist who saw’ it the |
other day, and he went home and work- |
ed the better for it. Too much!”™ and |
he nearly fell into one those ejacula-
tions, not out of the prayer-book,again.

1 only sent, uncle, for the finest—

|
| the very finest stockings that could be

made,”

“ Bring the stockings here to me."

Beatrice obeyed, returning with a
small parcel. The Cardinal ordered, |
“Open it.”

Trembling she opened it, and taking
out o pair of stockings, slipped one of
| them over her hand to show the fineness
lof the texture. The Cardinal slipped
[ the other over his hand.
| Now, why did you spend 10,000
seudi for these cobwehs? or, more to
| the point, what dowant of such things
| atall®
| % Why, uncle, to cover my feet, to be

sure."
I “ But they don't cover your feet. They

[and rolling up until she forgot it wu[

‘ upon the Cardinal. She naturally tarn-

| ¥ .
swollen eyes, belicving that her sig
deceived her, and read again and again  your incognita; but will you tell me, as |

dinal must walk, but he would be a fool {change expression with

,w walk on fresooes. A princess must wrong and misery his little Beatrice

wilk, and that gracefully and freely, might be suffering. But the world
‘too, but she couldn’t walk an hour in knew nothing of this, for the Cardinal
suoh things s these. See!™ and he |was to all appearances as proud, as
thrust his long finger right through the | magnificent, as diotatorial, and as keen

1t | frail web ut the toe, ** Your stockings a judge and critic as ever,

Some three years lator a pictare-deal-
They | er ventured, eringing and on respectful
aro inappropriate; they are vulgar ; they | tiptoe, into the august presence.
“ Now, Luigi, what trash have you
Oh, uncle!™ 'to-day P : 2
“ Not decent, [say. They are msthet- | ¢ Oh, no trash, your Eminence—n
ieally improper; they show the extrava- | gem, a gem,"
gance of the plebeian, not of the noble." | A false gom, ch!—another clever
He grew more excited with every word. | copy that I shall detect "
His eyes flashed fire. * Your training| *No, no, your Eminence; o true
hns not made o princess of you in heart J gem—modern, und to be bought for a
and mind, and, corpo di Baceo! youriaonﬁ." "
marriage shall not make & princess of | ** Well, well, be f‘lllick- :
you in niame, and you arenone of mine." | “There, your Eminence,” and the
With n grasp he swept up the bundle of | dealer placed before the Cardiual a
stockings. *¢ Your trumpery here shall | small, fresh, delicately ti::ta! picture—
go bick to the fools who made it, and | & lovely 3“"““3“""“"1_"‘ Cupids——-dﬂip—
you shall go—I don’t care where, but ¥ dimpled boys, chasing each other in
out of my sight. Away! I'll none of the mazes of a bower.
The Cardinal put on his glasses, look-

o
2 The Cardinal gathered up his skirts, | ed, broke out with * Corpo di Bac—,"

and, crossing the room, passed out like |and changed it to * Santa Marin! It's
a whirlwind, The girl screnmed aloud | more free than Albani, more dainty than
in her terror of the old man’s fearful Correggio—and modern, too. How that
pussion; for much as she had heard of flesh is managed! What a texture!
the violenee of his disposition, she had | Who's the painter ?”

never been made the vietim of it before. | ¢'That's a secret, your Fminence. I
But the seream never checked the tirm, know who brings them, but I'm not sure
relentless full of his steps as it died away | who paints them. I've had several, but

‘ along the corridor; and there lay little none as good as this.”

Beatrice,shaken with heart-broken sobs, | “Luigi, you know you can't play
prone across the footstool, where she | tricks on me. 1'l1 use all the police in
had fallen when in his violence he flung | Rome, but Il find this painter; so tell
away from her. She lny there & long 'me the fair price, and bring the painter
time, orying and wiping sway her tears | here to-morrow at this time."

with the unlucky stocking she had been | % But, your Eminence—""

displaying on her hand, and in the *‘Make me noexcuses; tell me no lies.
spasm of her terror had been croshing How much? and bring the painter.

# Five thousand scudi would be a trifle

not her handkerchief. for it.”
Sothe Prince found her, ns ho was | *“H'm! And how much of that does

ushered in to pay his usual daily call 'the painter get?”
% Qh, a good price, yonr Eminence—
ed to her betrothed for consolation. & good price.
She told him all about her uncle’s an-| * Yes; good for you. Basta! Ilknow
ger, all he said, all she was suffering, |you. Well, well, bring the painter to-
and expected the shield of his loyve be. MOrrow, and you shall have your
tween her and her wrong. But the | money;' and the Cardinalcoolly set the
Prince looked grave; he winced at the | picture aside among his latest-acquired
Cardinal’s words about disowning her, | treasures.
and finally volunteered to sea the old| * Butif the painter won't come, your
man himself, and let her know by letter | Eminence "
how matters really stood. # Notaword! The painter must come,
Beatrice went to her own apartment | Or your money won't come.™
somewhat quieted by the sight of her| The discomfited denler made his
lover, but still most unhappy. She bow, and tiptoed out backward.
waited, with what patience she could, | The next day, at the appointed hour,
until evening, and then n note came from | he appeared, and with & manner highly
the Prince. 1bswas a short note, cave- | mysterions announced that he had
fully and beautifully written. It ran | brought the painter; but the puinter was
something like this: ¢ Your uncle, I shy about being known, aud had come
am grieved to say, formally ulisuwnsimﬂed. His Eminence would not in-
yon. Itisa cruel edict, my dear friend, | trude upon the reserve of a—
for me, loving tenderly as I do, but iL| “ A woman!" exclajmed the Cardinal,
sopms the will of Heaven, and [ must a8 he caught sight of a slight veiled fig-

submit. May we meet again at sumu|lll'c,l.‘;1'ldiugiu behind Luigi —'*a woman,

calmer and happier time!" | and & great painter! Corpo di—I mean,
She swept her pale hands across her | Santa Maria! I do not wish, signora,”

he snid respectfully, *to rudely brenk

those neat and formal lines—the spe- | 'm a eonnoisseur in art, how you have

cious, cownrdly lines—and ull the bitter | arrived ut the peculiar delicacy of these

menning that lay between the lines. [ flesh-tints? How have you prepared your
He had renouneed her too! The storm | canvas?”

of grief that her unele’s cruelty had| She took up the picture and frayed a

roused was healthy and consonant with | corner on the buck of the stretcher,

her young nature, but the look shewore| It is painted on silk, your Emi-

after reading her lover’s letter never | nence.”

should come to such a sweet and tender | ¢ Silk! but what sort of silk?"

face. Itspokeof the deepest wrong a| A very fine silk stocking. Here is

the foot, not eut off, but nailed upon the

the possible l for having made himsuffer by her flighy,

wis over affored him in vain, and every are delicate us a veil, I can see every
teaveler who has ever boen through his | blemish on my hand through them.

woman ean sustnin—her affection spurn-
ed and siighted; the worst insult that stretcher. See.”

# A silk stocking!™ The Cardinal, at

groat palace at Rome ean testify how |
diseriminating his judgment was, and
how unique his taste.  The Cardinal
bl nomicoe, a8 all Rome knew. He)|
hisd given her rare opportunities for
education—the best masters in literature |
and art in constant attendance; and
now, at the age of 20 years, she was
songht in marriage by a prince. Tt was
well known that she would be heavily
dowered by her upele. It was well
known, too, that the prince’s estates
were heavily encumbered, and he was
paturally anxious o retain his family
possessions, - He was, however, young,
accomplished, noble; the pretly Bon-
trico, who was of a gentle, loving dispo-
sition, was wost happy in her engage-
ment, and altogether it seemed a fitting
matah. AL any rate, the old Cardinal
made no objectlons to it, and gave
Bealrice carte danche in the matter of
rousseat, trusting, he said, to the good
taste and disoretion that shouid atiend
her finished education and perfect
training that her purchases would be in
every way suitable to the high station
ahe was about 1o fill,  Beatrice Kissed
the dear old vnole with effusion, and
st about the business of the trossean,

iz, ns he she told the Cardinal,
to make it one worthy of a princess.
The uncie,with one of his rare smiles, an-
swered her: * Bestrice mia, we shall
spo i you know what is ‘ur‘tl‘l}‘ of a

resolving,

]-1 ..'u'l‘f-_ﬁ."
e Candinal, with all his generosity,
bad 4 violent temper, was severe towanl

anv one who offended Yim, and impl o8-

Now, then, answer, what was your
idea?"" he questioned, sharply.

“If you please, uncle,” his niece fal-
tered, *¢ you didn't object tothe dresses,
nor the laces, nor the jewels, and—""

“The dresses ure beautiful, and lend
stateliness to your presence; the laces
are wrought with art, and will Iast long,
and be curious objects even when they
are old. I bave a costly collec-
tion of old laces that I prize. Jewels
are nut for the moment ; they please the
eye for centuries. The abundance of
linens, soft and cool, acenstom vour
touch every day to what is fresh and
dainty. You have a thousand orna-
ments, trinmings, odds and ends, and
pretty nothings that make vour fuirness
fairer. There's & nobility in the extrav-
agance that can do any thing for us—
delight the eve, educate the taste, ele-
vate the senses—but extravagance that
is only for the sake of spending and
abusing is mere vulgarity.”

“You said I might have every thing
fit for a princess,” said Beatrice, begin-
ning to cry. ;

“ And I say these stockings are not
fit {or a princes<,* thundered the Candi-
nal. % See, it is skill misappliesd—the
delicate work of the loom in an article
to which such exireme delicacy is inmp-
propriate. Those exquisite frescoes on
my ceiling are in place, and it’s a worthy
instinct that makes me delight in them
If I erdered them painted on the flisor,
and trod om them, defaced them, put
them to & base misuse, my instinet would
be coarse and cotte tlr]l!i!'h‘. A Car

ean be offered her—a marriage from
sordid motives. In an hour this gentle,
loving Beatrice was changed to a re-

the first word the woman spoke, start-
ed, looked surprised,.then dazed; but

| He was so like . mother when hey lot
| baby is broughthome thatall the Carg;.
'nal seomed to disappear for a while :
but soon the old dictatorial way cumg
again, and Beatrice wus not sorry, for
it brought back the pleasant old timeg,
| “Iwas right,though,my child; astheg.
feally I was right, It was the vulgarity
of extravagunce; but I beliove tyq
| Prince was a rascal.”
| As to the Prince, I've forgotten him
long ago. But is the stocking now
' for a princess?
“A princess! It's too good for an
empress, Itisfit for my great gallery,»

The Cardinal is dead, but the glory of
Jhis extravagance lives after him in hig
art treasures, Whether those gppgj.
| ments about the matter of the stoekingy
were genuine, or whether he sawa
[ way to get rid of the Prince, whose mo.
| tives he may have suspected, the shrew
old man never divulged, and eyey
| Beatrice never knew.

Beatrice and her husband—a youn,
painter with whom she had studied her
art—received from the Cardinal a do
that the Prince, still unmated and gl
decep in debt, looked on covetously,
| The curious and delicate painting on

silk may be seen conspicnously placed
at the south end of the great gullery,
If it were not that Beatvice still lives—
one of the most accomplished, beantiful,
| amiable women in Europe, whose works
often adorn the Paris selon—it would
be fair to name names, 8o that any trav-
eler might easily find the lovely little
| picture whose true history is so little
known.
| Still less, probably, is know about
| those forty-seven pairs of stockings re.
| turned, for which the French manufac-
|turers could not extort payment from
[the determined old Cardinal. The
truth is they are being graduaally scatier.
ed over the world. Every now and
| then, when some rich American bride
}is purchasing her wedding garments,
| the cunning manufacturers have a way
of introducing one or two paif's to her
notice, which find their way into her
troussean at o slightly reduced price.
Infact, thereis a firm conviction, based
on pregnant facts, that the remaining
pairs will be gotten rid of mainly on
this side of the water.—Harper's Bazar,

Deaths from Trichina.

A specinl from Youngstown, O, to
the St. Louis Globe-Democrat, says:
There is great excitement here and at
Girard, five miles northwest, over the
discovery of several cases of trichina,
Six weeks ago Fred. Benk, Sen., a la-
borer at the Girard furnace, killed & hog
and from the head and other rough
parts made what i3 called wurst, and of
this the entire family, numbering five,
ate heartily in its raw state. A few
| days afterward Mr. Frederick Benk was
[taken sick and died on New Year's
[ diy, the family physician pronouncing
thedisease typhus fever and rheumatizm,
Their two children, Eva and Frederick,
Jr., aged respectively five and seven
vears, were taken sick shortly hefore
their father died, the symptoms being
the same. Another physician was
| ealled in, and he pronounced the disease
spotted-fever.  Wednesday last week
Dr. Lanterman, of this_city, a graduate
of the University of Austria, at Vienna,
wascalled in. He immediately declared
the disease trichina, other physicians
ridiculing his diagnosis." Sunday each
[died and wns buried. Yesterday Dr.
(Lauterman insisted on re-examining
‘ the pork in use by the family, and with
{ the naked eye white bodies were discov-

solved and indignant woman, She had | forgot neither his dignity nor his habit | ered in the muscles, while. with the sidof
loved this man, and he had wronged of command, and imperatively ordered !n microscope tln; Lhre'udlike worn
- 1] 1

her. The world—the petty Roman world

{Luigi ont of the room. That worthy

| 2
| wonnd upspirally,was found in countless

of gossip and slander—should not stare made his backward exit rapidly under | | o o o To-day & small portion of the

at her cariously, nor wound her with its
thousand wicked tongues. Then the
uncle that she had loved had cast her
off. It was a4 secondary thought now,
bt still a bitter one, and in the turbu-
lence and keen sense of injury of which
only a prond and gentle character is
capable, she took a hasty resolve, Al-
miost us she was, save with some jewels
of her mother’s, her rich trousscan left
behind, its splendor scattered all over
her apartments, she left the palace—ledt
it in the silence and darkness, and went
out into the world alone with those
richest of posessions, Imt poorest of de-
fenses, her youth, innocence, and
i-;-:auly.

Botween the great rage the Cardinal
had indulged and his stormy interview
with the Prince, he was threatoned next
morning with an old enemy of his—apo-
plexy : and when he beard that his niece
bad disappeared, an attack came on
1hat held him bedridden and senseless
for weeks., Om coming to himself, his
first onder was to make search for her,
but no trace conld be discovered.

The old man was haunted by a vision
of the bright, happy face so lost out of
his life; and as its tender, smiling out-
line came like a dream before his fancy,
he shuddered, as it scemed to weindly

|so stern an eye. When the Cardinal
turned back once more to the woman,
she had dropped her veil, and he saw &
[pale but noble face, with eyes that
| looked straight into his.

| In an instant he caught it to his
| breast.

|+ Beatrice! my darling, my lost, my
loving little Beatrice!™

It was indeed Beatrice, in poor and
shabby dress, but with the light of ge-
nius and the calm of experience enhane-
ing her former beauty. She had been
strugeling all these years to earn bread
for herself; and even for this picture
she fonnd it so hard to buy a proper
canvas that she had used the delicate
stocking—the canse of all her troubles
—that in the distraction of her grief she
had used to wipe awny her tears, and so
had brought it from home with her
years before.

For once the Cardinal dropped on his
knees with all his heart in the adora-
tion. They rehearsed the old story. He
tald her that though his temper was
roused, he never dreamed of casting her
off. She did pot tell him what sorrow
bad really driven her away. Being a
woman, so much confidence couldn't be
expected of her. They both asked for-
giveness—he for having been harsh, she

|
musele was taken from an arm of the

dead girl by Dr. Lauterman, and from
calenlations made by him one cubie
[inch of muscle contains 100,000 trichine
{spirnl. The boy Fred. was visited to-
day by an Enquirer correspondent, who
found him in bed Iying on his back, with
his arms and legs wonderfully swollen
and drawn out of shape by contraction
of the muscles,  On touching the mus-
cles his pain became indescribable.
His physician says death is almost inev-
itable. Mrs. Benk, sister of Fred. Benk,
Sen., who lives with him, was taken ill
to-day. Dr. Lantermun says that with-
in twenty-four hours she will be pros
trated with the terrible disease. Ernst
Benk, of this city, attended the funeral
of Frederick on New Year's Day, aod
partook of the meat in usze in the Benk
family, and yesterday was prostrated
with trichinse. Pork is at a disconut
here,

THIRTY years ago J. W, Mackey left
Ireland a peaniless boy. Twenty years
ago be was traveling in this country 2
& “drummer.”” Sixteen years ago be
was bankrupt. Now he owns some of
the richest mines on the Pacific Coasl,
and has a yearly income estimated st

$14,000,000,




